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Viskant: Hey Taxi!!

HEY

By John

TAXI!!

A. Viskant

It was a hot humid summer day in Chicago.
was
downtown and anxious to get to the train station so
I

I

my cool home
my story.

could get to
following

is

in

The

the suburbs.

It was too far to walk and
had doubts that a taxi
could get me to the train on time as the traffic was
unusually heavy. opted for the taxi anyway.
waved
my hand impatiently and a yellow cab made a wild
U-turn and stopped in front of me. "Union Station",
said quickly and got in. Trying to relax,
settled back
into the seat. But again
was very much aware of the

He/she turned and smiled at me. It was a
large ugly face, with lipstick on the lips.
asked how
the other cab drivers reacted to him. "That's no
problem. The real problem is that can't get full time
work because of my war time physical disability," he
said. He continued on, "Would you believe that
come from a family of Marines. My father, three
brothers, my uncle and me.
am the only Marine that
finished."

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

heavy

traffic

we were bumper

as

bumper.

to

I

I

nervously asked the cab driver if we would make it on
time. He assured me we would. "Don't worry, I'm
taking a short cut," he said.
Our initial conversation regarding ^my hurry only
took a few seconds. After a moment of silence the
thought of Reagan.
driver gruffly asked me what

served

the Korean war, that got the Distinguished
Service Medal of Honor. Boy are they going to be

when they read my book." "Book? Oh, did
you write a book?"
asked very surprised. "Yep, it
should be out in the next three months. The publisher
almost lost his teeth when
walked into his office,
dressed in high heels and told him
was a Marine.
What's more he is going to publish my book." asked
him if his book had a name. "The Forgotten Heros," he
said proudly.
hope it gets us veterans some help
from the government for the shit those Koreans did to
us prisoners. Yeah, I've had my genitals and other
places electrically shocked. Those bastards! One time
they had us staked, spread eagled in a field and saw
a Korean soldier put out his burning cigarette in the
eyes of a young fellow Marine. That's what my book is
about. Forgotten Heros, people like me who can't get
help from the government. The only thing that helped
me survive the torture was knowing was really a
surprised

I

I

I

been elected President. was
surprised at the question and not wanting to get into a
said Reagan seemed to be okay.
political discussion,
"Okay, okay?" the driver retorted, "what in the hell is
he going to do about unemployment?" He didn't wait
was becoming
for my answer, but kept on talking.
want
didn't
to get into an
uncomfortable, because
argument with a cab driver. just wanted to get to the
station on time. The driver's driving wasn't to my
Ronald Reagan had

just

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

either,

liking

too

many

close

with

calls

I

other

vehicles.

Up

to this point

I

hadn't paid

much

attention to the

appearance, since he hadn't turned around.
However the large gold earring he was wearing did
knew why
had been
catch my eye. Then
remembered that when he had
uncomfortable.
turned the wheel to pull away from the curb the finger

driver's

I

I

woman."
the publisher.

his right

name

I

1

I

I

I

her

I

hand were painted red.
My uneasiness was more than the conversation.
now observed the back of the driver carefully. The
person driving had bleached curly blond hair down to
the shoulders and was wearing a short sleeve silk
blouse. The neck, shoulders and arms 'were large and
muscular. Apparently the driver was looking at me in
the rear view mirror and saw the puzzled expression
on my face. "I suppose you are wondering about my
was and
said
earrings and fingernails?" he asked.
like
"No,
nothing
transvestite.
then asked if he was a
had a sex
that, transvestite wears women's clothing.
it
will be
session
and
more
One
change operation.
on

me

as a Marine and the name of
promised would read the book when,
it came out.
gave her a good tip.
As the cab pulled away, had the strange feeling
might have been conned, but
kept checking the
book stores for several months afterwards and still do.
No book by that name or author has been published.
That would have made a good story.
agree with his
statement, "wait till my Marine buddies read this."
did get to the station on time.
Incidentally,

She gave

I

I

nails

in

I

I

I

I

I

I
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